Agamemnon by John Rosini 


And isn’t this the thalamus? and the palace 
Isn’t this splendor of the Achaean kingdom? 
Aren’t these the walls where 
the blood of the Son of Atreus also reddens alive? 
There is how grim and tacit 
the guilty treason looms on the thresholds, 

And colors everything around with pallor, 
And still shows the bloody iron. 


Wretched King! from the superb antennas 
Won at last the wave, and the enemies oppressed, 
Ebro of speme fluttering he came 
to the wished marital embraces; 

He saw the bride and tears didn’t hold back 
In the extremes of love tender excesses; 
You were Electra, and ah! how you failed 
You saw your mother’s tears and kisses. 


Who on earth from Atride drew you 
iniquitous and abhorred Aegisthus to your already faithful wife? 
No one more than he boasted a charming cheek, 
Or a sweeter smile was seen; 
In his eyes shone a loving aura of him 
Not a harbinger of the turbid and sad heart; 
Sol with these weapons, and Love allowed it! 
Involar knew the heart of Clytemnestra. 


Of the adulterous fire, and of her suspicion 
Of losing him, she hot and indignant, 
With what front could she press 
her husband to her chest, horribly in love with her? 
Yet he could, that her fearful affection 
Lent her sighs an inflamed aura of hers, 
And wide open to the eyes of lied weeping 
In the meantime he got used to her greater fault. 


The King was amazed that Thyestes’s son 
Saw at the palace of the son of Atreus, 
Neither in the cheek nor the beautiful turning of the brow 
was I able to hold back the paternal wrath; 
But in that white and vermilion face To see 
the furies of Thyestes and he believed himself, 


When at the table of incest in pain 
He saw the nefarious supper being prepared. 


You didn’t notice to seek, he said, 
asylum or discouraged within these walls, 
of Thyestes and Atreus known the brawls, 
notorious is the indignation and the common misfortune: 
departed, and fixed her turbid eyes 
In the adulterous and impure face ; 
He left, but it was the King’s sign of death, 
And he ran into his wife’s lap. 


He awaited her palpitating; to the acts, to the face 
Of him She knew the sad tearful fate, 
Already disappeared from his lips was his smile, 
The face of his beloved was pale and sad; 
He took her by his hand and sighed, separated 
From you I am already a woman of hers he said to her, angry 
He threatens the King, he forces me to leave, and ah! 
Only I suffered, you suffered a lot. 


Someone who wakes up from sleep, lost 
The woman remained, and said sighing, 
There is none other than your match? 
he points it out to me 
What it is, cried the woman palpitating.... Ma oh ciel! 
what lightning?... ah well there is still time 
Atride is my tyrant, dark Atride. 


Atride no, only I will die, deep 
Oblivion covers, and he replied, our ardor... 
The woman then, what is it worth that the world is silent 
When guilt is alive, and speaks to the heart? 
O you, you, always according to my wishes. 
What must I do to advise Love? 
And here she kept silent for a long time, and fought 
She stood, and then she cried grim and resolute. 


Pay or you will be, infernal Gods, I see it, 
Necessary is the crime. Love wants it; 
To you, my only one, to wait, I ask 
In Argos alone, until the Sun is reborn; 
The wrath of Atride, the fury of him I foresee, 
You will die, if it is not different to be different, 
He still killed my daughter, 
there is no more hope... but will you remain my good? 


do you want it? stay Egisto said, goodbye.... 
But an iron?.... the iron I'll give you, with this 
Pour you of the Atrides blood, or mine, 
Think about it ’'m going. Love you spiri the rest. 
Then the night arose, and covered 
the sky with tenebrous horror, 
the palace was silent, Amor far turned, 
and inaugurated the thalamus welcomed them. 


Not the torches of Imen, but of Megera 
burned at the horrendous kisses and embraces, 
whence the cruel and unfaithful wife 
flattered her consort’s oppressed senses, 
nor did she repent, but firm as she was already 
the crime for her of those same kisses, 

Kisses she believed for new cravings 
Fly away to the love of the infamous drudo. 


She paused before, then clutched the iron, and her eyes 
turned to Atride, the lightning is less swift, 
And suspended on trembling knees 
Without defense she saw him and without escape: 
And that blood for me will overflow, 
Blood ah so often respected in field, 
he said, and of tears he shed a few drops, 
when he turned to his side Aegisthus appeared. 


Neither was nor able to penetrate there 
even Aegisthus was oblivious to the peril; 
Thyestes was the one who burned unavenged to 
vent his father’s hatred in his son’s breast, 
and dressed in Aegisthus meanwhile he had his 
forehead and eyes and lip and eyelash, 
and then he came that he was sad and confused 
by crimes so great still does not use. 


And what are you, he shouted to her, do you want my death? 
And for you, dark or woman, here’s your chest, 
Resolve and choose your spouse between us two, 
If duty speaks in you, be silent about affection; 
Kill me, and for you may the strong 
Novella mother fertilize its bed, 
Here Atride welcomes you, burns at your rays, 
Never share it with Cassandra. 


Cassandra?... yes, a royal slave in Argos, 
he brought her in, but with you it is not equal,.... 
He dreamed of Atride, and already of Xanto at the margo 
it seems to him, and already the heralds send 
La Bella to torture with her white breast and wide 
That less blood would have cost the Achaeans, 
Already with Achilles he seemed to be indignant, 
And Briseis called without waking up. 


Briseis again? cried the treacherous wife, 
O heaven how many rivals now tell me fate! 
And with the sword in his murderous right hand 
He doubled the blows to his unarmed chest, 
He opened those eyes and the cries resounded 
Overflowing onto the bloodied bed, 
And I could live long enough to aim 
From what man came such a guilty blow. 


Electra ran to those cries, and a 
horrendous scene She saw suddenly open up from within: 
The King died in blood, Clytemnestra full of blood 
and an iron soaked in blood: 
He fled, scarcely believing in his own eyes, 
Covering his tears and tears with his right hand face, 
And trembling and close to the heart of a frost 
She cried out for vengeance, and the sky was not deaf. 


But her mother was deaf, to whom a 
deadly blaze boils in the atrocious veins: 
All at the mercy of the adulterous ardor 
Drudo’s hand was handed to the chains; 
What God oh Heaven! what fero Nume ardia 
Auspice to make himself of such raw Hymen? 
Aletto maybe and her bloodless husband 
The horrible knot sealed with blood. 


